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Thefe iewels of his ioy,
Became his caufe of care,
And bewtie was the guileful bayte,
Which caught their hues in Snare.

For Tereus Lord of Thrace,
Bycaufe he came of kings,
(So weddings made for worldly welth
Do feme triumphant things)

Was thought a worthy matche,
Pandyons heire to wedde:
Whofe eldell daughter chofen was*
To ierue this king in bedde.

That virgine Progne hight,
And me by whom I nieane,
To tell this woful Tragedy
Was called Phylomene.

T The wedding rytes performde,
The feafting done and pall,
To Thrace with his new wedded fpoufc
He turneth at the lail.

Where many dayes in mirth,
And iolytie they fpent,
Both fatiffied with deepe delight,
And cloyde with al content.

T At lafl the dame defirde

Hir Mer for to fee,

Such coles of kindely loue did feme

Within hir breft to be.

She praies hir Lorde, of grace,
He graunts to hir requeft,
And hoifl vp faile, to feke the coaile,
Where Phylomene doth reft.